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Am I asleep, or mad, or in a trance,
That have such words to beat about mine ears
And in mine eyes his present face who speaks?
Erskine of Dun.    Madam, I pray your grace con-
tain your mood,

And keep your noble temperance of yourself,
For your high sake and honour, who are held
For excellence of spirit and natural soul
As sovereign born as for your face and place,
Kingdom and kingly beauty; to whose might
The worthiest of the world, all Europe's chief,
Her choice of crowns, might gladly bow themselves
To find your favour.    I beseech you think
That here is no disloyalty designed
Nor thing dishonourable; for were men mad
Whose wits are whole, and false whose faiths are sound,
The very mouth of madness would speak sense,
The very tongue of treason would speak truth,
For love and service of your royalty;
Blind curses bless, and red rebellion bow,
That came to burn and threaten.    Do not dream
That a man faithful Godward and well loved
Can be to youward evil-willed, who have
Power on your natural and your born unfriends
To bind their goodwill to you.

Queen.                                      Words, all words ;

I am weary of words : I have heard words enough
To build and break, if breath could break or build,
Centuries of men.    What would they with me, sir ?
These my liege folk that love me to the death,
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